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By a Friend. 


. FE 1 SNN FT bas the Buſtin d Miſe, with Action mear, 


3 0 * , Debas'd the Glory of the Tragic Scene: 
$87 y = While-puny Villains dreſi in Purple Pride, 


Fug N. gr yy obſcene the Heaw'n - born Rage 
To her belongs to mourn the Hero's Fate, 
To trace the Errors of the Wiſe and Great ; 


To mark th' Exceſs of Paſſions too refin'd, 


And paint the Tumults F a God-like Mind; 
Where mix'd with-Rage, exalted Thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt Deeds with beauteous Colours ſhine. 
Such Lights and Shades in a quell-minghd Draught, 
By curious Touch of artful Pencils eyrought, 
With ſoft Deceit amuſe the doubtful Eye, * 
Pleds d uith the Conflict of the various Dye. 
Thus thro' the following Scenes with fevect Surprixe, 
Virtue and Guilt in dread Confuſion riſe, , 
And Lowe and Hate, at once, and Grief and Foy, 
Pity and Rage, their mingl'd Force employ. 
Here the foft Virgin ſees with ſecret Shame, 


Her Charms excelÞd by Friendſbip's purer Flame, 


Forc'd with reluctant Virtue to approve, 
The generous Hero who rejects her Lowe. ” 
Behold him There with gloomy Paſſions ſtain d, 

A Wife ſuſpected, and an injur d Friend; 

Yet ſuch the Toil where Innocence is caught, 

That raſh Suſpicion ſeems without a Fault. 

We dread a while left Beauty ſhould ſucceed, 

And almoſt wiſh ev'n Virtue's ſelf may bleed. 
Mark well the black Revenge, the cruel! Guile, 

The Traitor-fiend trampling the lovely Spoil 

Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſt, 


Then let the Rage of Furies fire your Breaſt. 


Yet may his mighty Wrongs, his juſt Diſdain, 
His bleeding Country, his low'd Father ſlain, 
His Martial Pride, your Admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with involuntary Praiſe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


— 


MEN. 
Don Alonzo, the Spaniſb 


| General, 


Mr. Booth. 


F | ig 
| Don Carlos, his Friend, Mr. Wilks. 
Don Alvarez, a Courtier, Mr. Thurmond. 1 
Don Manuel, Attendant of } _—_ F 
| | Mr, Williams. ; 
Don Carlos, J 


| Zanga, a Captive Moor, Mr. Mills. 


WOMEN. ' 


 - Leonora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Porter. 1 


| Jabella, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Horton. 
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A A I. SCENE I. 


? Enter Zanga. 

: ZANGA. | 

[ Ow ety» HETHER firſt Nature, or long want 
1 N of: Peace, (tell ; 
C : Has wrought my Mind to this, I cannot 
4 d But Horrors now are not diſpleaſing ta 


a mes -. 
el like this rocking of the Battlements. 
Rage on ye Winds, burſt Clouds, and Waters roar! 
You bear a juſt Reſemblance of my Fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy Habit of my Soul. 
8 A 4 Enter 


8. 1 "The. mranen 


9 00 3 1# üben. p26 | 
Who's there? 5 Ser ee N 8 
Lab, 12 N you leſt my Bed = . 
Na nee more affrights me than che Stores l 
1 5 he Fe Dead alone in ſuch a Night can ID. 
An indulge my Meditation here. 3 
Woman, away. F chooſe to be alone. 
Jab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Janga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a Night tor Walks of Contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs apon your Heart, 
And I will know it: By our Loves, I will. 
To you I ſacrific'd my Virgin Fame; 3 
Aſk I too much to ſhare in your Diſtrefs? | 
Zan. In Tears? Thou Fool! then hear me, 5 be 
In Hell's Abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. (plung'd 
To firike thee with Aftoniſhment at once, | | 
{ hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
Jab. Hate Alonso“ 
I own, I thought en moſt your Friend, 
And that he loſt the Maſter in that Name. 
Zan. Hear then. Tis twice three Years ſince that 
Great Man 
{Great let me call him; for he conquer'd Me) 
Made me the Captive of his Arm in F ight. 
He ſlew my F ather, and threw Chains o'er me, 
While I with pious Rag: purſu'd Revenge. 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his Perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his Service. 
One Day (may that returning Day be Night, 
The Stain, the Curſe of each ſucceeding Year, 
i or ſomething, or for nothing, in his Pride 
He ſtruck me. (While I tell it, do I live ?) 
He ſmote me on the Cheek L did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor Revenge — F'er ſince, his F "8 
Has grove to bury it beneath a Heap 


Of 
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Of Kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent Thought! and like a ſecond Blow! 


Alffronts are innocent, where Men are worthleſs; 


And ſuch alone can wiſely drop Revenge. | 
H/ab. But with more Temper, Zanga, tell your Story: 

To ſee your ſtrong Emotions ſtartles me. | 
Zan. Yes, Woman, with the Temper that befits it. 

Has the dark Adder Venom? So have / 

When trod upon. Proud Spariars, thou ſhalt feel me! 

For from that Day, that Day of my Diſhonour, 

I from that Day have curs'd the riſing Sun, 

Which never fail'd to tell me of my Shame. : 

I from that Day have bleſt the coming Night, 

Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain ; 

The Blow return'd for ever in my Dream. 

Vet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an Occaſion 

Of ample Vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 

Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm Hopes 

Of what may wound him ſore, in his Ambition, 

Life of his Life, and dearer than his Soul. 

By nightly March he purpos'd to ſurprize 

The Mooriſb Camp; but I have taken Care 

They ſhall be ready to receive his Favour. 

Failing in this, a Caſt of utmoſt Moment, | | 

Would darken all the Conqueſts he has won. ; 
Jab. Juſt as I enter'd an Expreſs arriv'd. 5 
Zan. To whom? . | 
Jſab. His Friend, Don Carlos. 
Zan. Be propitious, 

O Mahomet, on this important Hour, 

And give at length my famiſh'd Soul Revenge! 
What is Revenge, but Courage to call in 

Our Honour's Deves, and Wiſdom to convert 

Other's Self-loye-into. our own Protection? 

But ſee, the Morning Ray breaks in upon us, 

I'll ſeek Don Carls, and enquire niy Fate. [ Zæcunt. 
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Enter Manuel and Don Cartes. 


| Man. My Lord Don Cares, what brings your e * 


Car. Alonxo's Glory, and the Moors Defeat. 
The Field is ſtrew'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, 
Tho“ he ſuſpects his Meaſures were betray d. 

He'll ſoon arrive. O, how I long to embrace 

The firſt of Heroes, andthe beſt of Friends! —— - 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 

The Chance of Battle gave me to the Moors, 

From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free; 

And while J groan'd in Bondage, I deputed 

This Great Alonxo, whom her Father honours, 

To be my gentle Advocate in Love, 

To ſtir her Heart, and fan its Fires for me. 

Man. And what Succeſs? 

Car. Alas, the cruel Maid ————- 

Indeed, her Father, who tho' high at Court 
And powerful with the King, has Wealth at Heart, 
To heal his Devaſtations from the Moors, 

Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaf, 

My Fleet now failing in the ſight of Spain. 
(Heav'n guard it ſafe thro' ſuch a dreadful Storm) 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged Father 
Leads her this way. 
| Car. She looks like radiant Truth, 
| Brought forth by the Hand of hoary 3 
{ Youto the Port with ſpeed, tis poſſible 
Some Veſſel is arriv'd, Heay'n grant it bring 
. which Carlos may receive with Joy. 


Enter Alvarez and Leonora. | 


Atv. "oh Carlos, I am labouring i in your Favour 
With all a Parent's ſoft Authority, 
And earneſt Counſel. 


Car. Angels ſecond you! 
g 2 


For * 
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For all my Bliſs or Miſery hangs on it. 
Alu. Daughter, the Happineſs of Life depends 
On our Diſcretion, and a prudent Choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And cloſer-view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : 
Some Flaw in their own Conduct lies beneath, 
And 'tis the Trick of Fools to ſave their Credit, 
Which brought another Language into Uſe. 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble Blood, 
And then his Wealth might mend a Prince's Forture, 
0 For him the Sun is labouring in the Mines, 
42 A faithful Slave, and turning Earth to Gold. 
His Keels are freighted with that ſacred Pow'r, 
By which ev'n Kings and Emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good Wiſhes, and I hope [To Car. 
My Daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you. [Ex. Aly. 
Car. O Leonora] why art thou in Tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 
Before your Father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your Boſom, and your Eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new Pains, 
And keep Reſerves of Torment n your Hand, 
To let them looſe on every Dawn of Joy ? 
Leon. Think you my Father too indulgent to me, 


4 That he claims no Dominion o'er my Tears; 

; A Daughter ſure may be right dutiful, | 

1 Whoſe Tears alone are free from a Reſtraint.———-- 
a Car. Ah my torn Heart! 


Leon. Regard not me, my Lord, 
I ſhall obey my Father. 
Car. Diſobey him, | 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With abſent Eyes, and alienated Mien, 
Suff' ring Addreſs, the Victim of my Love. 
O let me be undone the common Way, 
And have the common Comfort to be pity'd, 
F And not be ruin'd in the Maſk of Bliſs, 
a And ſo beenvy'd, and be wretched too! 
SE Love calls for Love, Not all the Pride of Beauty, | 
AG | Thoſe 
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Thoſe Eyes that tell us what the Sun is made of, 
Thoſe Lips, whoſe Touch is to be bought with Life, 
Thoſe Hills of driven Snow, which ſeen are felt; 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
'T he Proof, the Subſtance of an inward Paſſion, 
And the rich Plunder of a taken Heart. 

Leon. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate; 
And when we graſp the Happineſs we wiſh'd, 
We call on Wit to argue it away : 

A plainer Man would not feel half your Pains; | 
But ſome have too much Wiſdom to be happy. 

Car.- Had I known this before, it had been well : 
J had not then ſolicited your Father 
To add to my Diftreſs ; as you behave, _ 

Your Father's Kindneſs ſtabs me to the Heart. 

Give me your Hand — Nay, give it, Leonora, 
You give it not, — nay, yet you give it not — 

I raviſh it. — | 

Leon. I pray, my Lord, no more. 

Car. Ah, why ſo ſad ? You know each Sighdoes ſhake me; 
Sighs there, are Tempeſts here. — 
F've heard, bad Men would be unbleſt in Heav'n: 
What 1s my Guilt, that makes me ſo with you ? 
Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy Feet? 
Have I not liv'd whole Days upon thy Sight ? 
E ave I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And, mad with the Idea, claſp'd the Wind, 

And doated upon Nothing ? 
Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my Faults, 
Aad telling how ungrateful I have been. 
Alas! my Lord, if talking would prevail, 
I could ſuggeſt much better Arguments, 
Than thoſe Regards you threw away on me; 
Your Valour, Honour, Wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid Phyſicians talk our Viens to Temper, 
And with an Argument new-ſet a Pulſe ; 
Then think, my Lord, of reaſoning into Love.“ 

Car. Muſt I deſpair then? Do not ſhake me thus ; 
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My Tempeſt-beaten Heart is cold to Death. 


Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy Beauties. 

Heav'ns! what a Proof I gave but two Nights paſt 

Of matchleſs Love! To fling me at thy Feet, 

I lighted Friendſhip, and I flew from Fame; 

Nor heard the Summons of the next Day's Battle : 

But darting headlong to thy Arms, I left 

The promis'd Fight, I left Alonzo too TERED 

To ſtand the War, and quell a World alone. [Trumpets; 
Leon. The Victor comes. My Lord, I muſt withdraw. 
Car. And muſt you go? | 

Leon. Why ſhou'd you wiſh me ſtay ? 

Your Friend's Arrival will bring Comfort to you, 

My Preſence none; it pains you and myſelf ; 

For both our ſakes, permit me to withdraw. [Ex. Leon, 
Car. Sure, there's no Peril but in Love. Oh how 

My Foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look fo pale! 


Enter Alonzo. 


G 
Alon. Carlos ! 


I am whole again, 


Claſpt in thy Arms, it makes my Heart entire. 


Car. Whom dare I thus embrace ? the Conqueror of 
Africk ? 4} 

Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carlos Friend, 

The Conqueſt of the World would coſt me dear, 

Should it beget one Thought of Diſtance in thee. 

I riſe in Virtues to come nearer thee. | | 

I conquer with Don Carlos in my Eye, 

And thus I claim my Victory's Reward. [ Embracing him, 
Car. A Victory indeed! Your godlike Arm 

Has made one Spot the Grave of Africa, 

Such Numbers fell! and the Survivors fled 

As frighted Paſſengers from off the Strand, 

When the tempeſtuous Sea comes roaring on them. 
Alon. "Twas Carlos conquer'd, twas his cruel Chains 

Inflam'd me to a Rage ca before, | 

And threw my former Actions far behind. 


Car, 


4 
; 
x 
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Car. J love fair Leonora. How I love her! 
Vet ſtill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another Heart, another Soul for thee. 
Thy Friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like Muſick, pure the Joy, without Alloy, 
Whoſe very A, 05 is Tranquillity : 
But Love, like Wine, gives a tumultuous Bliſs, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal Pleaſures ; 
But mingles Pangs and Madneſs in the Bowl. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. Manuel, my Lord, returning from the Port, 
On Buſineſs both-of Moment and of Haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 
Car. In private ?—-Ha l— 4nzo, I'll return, 
No Bulineſs can detain me long from thee. ' [ Ex. Car. 
Zan. My Lord Alonzo, I obey'd your Orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora paſs this way ? 
Zan. She will, my Lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga ; 
For I dare open all my Heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a Day of Triumph known. 
There's not a wounded Captive in my Train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud Chariot Wheels, 
With half a Life, and Beggary, and Chains, 
But is a God to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his Captivity, thou know'ſt Don Carlos, 
My Friend (and never was a Friend more dear) 
Deputed me his Advocate in Love, 
To talk to Leenora's Heart, and make 
A tender Party in her Thoughts for him. 
What did I do? I Jov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leſſen my Offence, 
If ſuch Offence admits of being leſfen'd) _ 
0 thought him dead; for (by what Fate I know not) 
His Letters never reach'd me. = 
Zan. Thanks to Zanga, 5 
Who thence contriv'd that Evil which has happen'd. [ Aar. 


lon. 


- 


n 
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Alan. Yes, curs'd of Heav'n!'Vlov'd myſelf, and now 
In a late Action, reſcued from the Moors, 
I have brought home my Rival in my Friend. 

Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that Action too, 
Your interpoſing Arm preſerv'd his Life. 

Alon. I did — with more than the Expence of mine; 
For oh ! this Day is mention'd for their Nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes — I'll take my leave, and die. 

Zan. Hadſt thou a thouſand Lives, thy Death would 

_ pleaſe me. 

Unhappy Fate! My Country overcome : 


My ſix Years Hope of Vengeance quite expir'd !—— 


And bid his Light adieu. 


Twas but a World, and you are 


* 


Would Nature were 


I will not fall alone: 


But other's Groans ſhall tell the World my Death. ¶Aſide. | 


Enter Leonora. | 


Alox. When Nature ends with Anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the Sun, 


Leon. The mighty Conqueror 
Diſmay'd ! I thought you pave the Foe your Sorrows. 
Alon. O cruel Inſult! are thofe Tears your Sport, 

Which nothing but a Love for you could draw? 
Africk I quell'd, in ho by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but I complain not; 
— Leonora. 
Leon. That Paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your Guilt, 

A Treaſon to your Friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your Crimes as Motives of my Love. 

Alon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe Crimes you 

blame; 

'Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 


' Without the Cenſure both of Earth and Heav 'n 


I fondly: thought a laſt Look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. This ſevere Behaviour 
Has, to my Comfort, made it ſweet to die. De. 
Leon. Farewel for ever! — Sweet to Die! —— O 
Heav'n ! | [Afiat, 
W Alonxo, 
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Alonzo, ſtay, you mw not thus ns me; . 

But hear your Gyilt at large. | EA of? 

Alon. O Leonora . ITT 
What could I do? In Duty to my F riend, 

I ſaw you; and to ſee, is to admire, 

For Carlos did 1 plead, and moſt ſincerely. 

Witneſs the thouſand Agonies it coſt me. c 

You know I did, I ſought but your nien 1 

If chat is Guilt, an Angel had been guiltx. 

I often ſigh'd, nay, wept ; but could. not help ity 

And ſure it is no Crime to be in Pain. | 

But grant my Crime was great, I'm greatly curs d. 

What would you more ? Am I not moſt undone ? 

This Uſage is like ftamping on the Murder'd, 

When Life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 

Leon. If from your Guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 

It might be ſo— Farewel. 1 Going. 
Alon. Who ſuffers with me? | A 
Leon. Enjoy your Ignorance, and let me g0. 

Alon. Alas ! what is there I can fear to know, 

Since I already know your Hate ? Your Actions 

Have long ſince told me that. | 
Leon. They flatter d you. 

Alon. How ? Flatter'd me! 
Leon. O ſearch in Fate no farther! | 

I hate thee, O Alonzo ! How I hate thee ! . 
Alon. Indeed! And do you weep for Hatred too ? 

O what a doubtful Torment heaves my Heart! 

I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. 

Shou'd it be ſo; ſhould her Tears flow from thence; i 

How wou'd my Soul blaze up in Extaſy ! ele. | 

Ah, no! How ſink into the Depth of Horne! L 


„K „ 
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Leon. Why would you force my Stay? D 
Alon. What mean theſe Tears ? y 
Leon. [ ww by Chance ; nor have my Tears a Aten \ 


ing 
But oh when firſt I ſaw Alenxo's Tears, 
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I knew their Meaning well. | 
f Alon. falls hach on bis Knees, and takes her 
Hand 


Ain. Heavens! what is this J That Excellence for 
which 
Deſire was planted in the Heart of Man; 
Virtue's ſupreme Reward on this ſide Heav'n; 
The Cordial of my Soul land This deſtroys me 
Indeed, I Hatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 
Leon. Alonzo, paxdon me the Injury : 
Of loving you. I ftruggled-with my Paſſion, 
And ftruggled long ; let that be ſome Excuſe. 
lon. Unkind 3 You Know I think your Love a 
Bleſſing 
Beyond all human Bleſſings; tis the Price 


Of Sighs and Groans, and a whole Year of dying : 
But oh the Curſe of Curſes ! 


O my Friend! 
Leon. Alas! 8 | | 
Alon. What ſays my Love —8 peak, 88 
Leon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out Objections to our Love? 
Think you ſo ſtrong my Love, or weak my Virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that Part to me? 
Alon. Is not the Day then fix'd for your Eſpouſals ? 
Leon. Indeed, my Father once had Thought that Way; 
But marking how the Marriage pain'd my Heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt reſolv'd, 
Your Counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the Debate. 
Alon. O Agony! 
Muſt J not only loſe her, but be made 
Myſelf the Inſtrument? Not only die; 
Fut plunge the Dagger in my Heart myſelf ? 
This is refining on Calamity. | 
Leon. What! Do you tremble, leſt you ſhould be 
mine ? 
For what elſe can you tremble? not for that 
My Father places in your Power to alter. 
Aon. What's in my Pow'r ?—O yes, to ſtab my 
| Friend ? Leon. 


— 
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Leon. To ſtab your Friend were n 
Spare Ner- 


You well may wonder at ſuch Words as theſe, 
I ſtart at them myſelf, they fright my Nature. 
Great is my Fault; but blame not me alone, 
Give him a little Blame, who took ſuch Pains 
To make me guilty. 
Alan. Torment! Ane a Pauſe, Leon. /pe 
| Leon. O my Shame! | 
I ſue, and ſue in vain ; it is moſt juſt. 
When Women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well ; 
For what I've done, I hate =T 
O Night fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to Death, 
Alon. Firſt periſh all. 
| Leon. Say, what have you reſolv'd ? 
My. Father comes, what Anſwer wilt you give him? 22 
Alon, What Anſwer ! Let me look upon that Face, 
And read it there Devote thee to another 
Not to be born ! A ſecond Look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you ? Is. it then, my Lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own Wiſhes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine ? 
Cruel! to take ſuch Pains to win an Heart, 
Which you was conſcious you muſt break with parting. 
Alon. N o, Leonora, I am thine for ever, 


In ſpight of Carla. Ha! Who's that? My Friend? 


Alas! I ſee him pale, I hear his Groan ; | 
He foams, he tears his Hair, he raves, he bleeds, 


The Rzvenor. 
murder me I own, Alonzo, 2 


ſcorn myſelf. 


Runs and embraces her. 


[Starts wide from ber. 


(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. * 


Leon. 
Alon. 
Leon. 
Alon. 
Leon. 


Alon. 
Leon. 


How dreadful to be cut from what we love! 
Ah! ſpeak no more. 


And ty'd to what we hate! 
Oh! 


Is it poſſible? 
Death ! 


Can you ? _ | 
ih Alon. 


1 


Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright 
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Alon. Oh— 
cs, take a Limb; but let my Virtue ſcape. 
las | my Soul, this Moment I die for thee. | 

1 = [ Breaks anvay. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for Virtue's ſake ? 
How often have you {worn ? But go for ever—{ Swoors, 

Alon. Heart of my Heart, and Eſſence of my Joy 
Where art thou? — Oh, I'm thine, and thine for ever! 

The Groans of Friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 

or whatſoever Crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the Pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo, 


And hear a Maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd, 


I love thy Virtue, as I love thy Perſon, 

And J adore thee for the Pains it gave me; 

But as I felt the Pains, I'll reap the Fruit, "wap 
PII ſhine 5 in, wy Turn, and ſhew the World 
Thy great Example was not loſt upon me. 

Be it enough-that I have once been guilty ; 


In Sight of ſuch a Pattern to perſiſt, 
IIIl ſuits a Perſon honour'd with your Love. 


My other Titles to that Bliſs are weak, 
I muſt deſerve it by refufin 


It. 
Thus then I tear me from Ar Hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to Alonxo's Crimes ? 
No, tho” the Life Blood guſhes from my Heart. 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 
Or that late Time may put our Names 4 nk 


xample 
You lately lent ; O take it while you may. 


© While I can give it you, and be Immortal. [Exit. 


Alon. She's gone, and J ſhall ſee that Face no more; 
But pine in Abſence, and till Death adore. 
When with cold Dew my fainting Brow is hung, 
And my Eyes darken, from my fault'ring Tongue 
Her Name will tremble in a feeble Moan, 
And Love with Fate divide my dying Groan. 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Enter Manuel and dN 


FRETS | 2 4 N G 4. 


For wretched Carlos; tis but humane i in 
| x #: 4p vou. 

8 5 8. But when atriv'd your diſmal News ? 
Man. This Hour. 

Zan. What, not a Veſſel ſav'd Ap 

Man. All, al the Storm 
Devour'd ; and now o'er his late envy'd Fortune 
The Dolphins bound, and watry Mountains roar, 
Triamphant in his Ruin. | 

Zan. Is Alvarez © | 
Determin'd to deny his Daughter to him ? 
That Treafure was on Shore, muſt that too join 
The common Wreck ? 

Man. Alvarez pleads indeed 
That Leonora's Heart is diſ-inclin'd, 
And pleads that only; ſo it was this Morning, 
When he concurr'd : the Tempeſt broke the Match; 
And ſunk his Favour, when it ſunk the Gold. 
The Love of Gold is double in his Heart, 
The Vice of Age, and of Alwarex too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
Man. Like a Man, 
Whoſe Heart feels moſt a human Heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human Heart can reaſon. 

Zan. But is he then in abſolute Deſpair ? 
| Man. 


F this be true, I cannot blame your Pain 
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Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future Hope, * 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his Daughter 
This very Day; for he has learnt their Loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that ie with Extaſy 

By Don Alonxæo? | 
Man. Ves, at firſt; but ſoon | 

A Damp came o'er him, it would kill his Friend. 
24. Nypt if his Friend conſented ; * ſince now 

He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 

l Man. Yet to aſk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a generous Mind, 
At leaſt 4lonzo's Spirit ſtartles at it. | 
Wide is the Diſtance between our Deſpair, 
And giving up a Miſtreſs to another. 


But I muſt leave you, Carlos. wants Support 


In his ſevere Affliction. 18 852 Manuel. 
Zan. Ha! it dawns - | 

It riſes to me; like a new-found World 

To Mariners long time diſtreſs'd at Sea, 

Sore from a Storm, and all their Viands ſpent 

Or like the Sun juſt riſin RA out of Chaos, 

Some Dregs of ancient Night not quite e off: 
But ſhall I finiſh it—Hoa ! 8 45 1 


* „ 


Ent er 1abella, | 


I thought of dying ; better Things come forward z 
Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark Covert, . 
With all her Snakes erect upon her Creſt, | 
She ſtalks in View, and fires me with her Charms, . 1, * 
When, Jſabella, arriv'd Don Carlos here de = 
Jab. Two Nights ago. D tw ag 
Zan. That was the very Nig 
Before the Battle—Memory, ſet 3 that, 
It has the Eſſence of a Crocodile, | 
Tho' yet but in the TIO give it bin. 
N did he return? el 
| ” Jew. 
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— At Midnight. 8 


80 — 
Say, did he ſee that Nigkt his Lanes bs 
Jab. No, my good Lord. 
an. No matter tell me, Woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious, 
Honeſt than ſubtle, above Fraud himſelf, | 
Slow therefore to tulpe & it in another? 
Jub. You beſt ean Fadge ; but ſo the World chinks of 
him N 5 . Exit Iſab. 
Zan. Why, that was well—go fetch my Tab ets hither, 
Two Nights ago, my Father's ſacred Shade 
Thrice ſtalk'd around my Bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd, a Joy then Ettle underſtood —— ; 
It muſt be Fat if ſo, it is Vengeance | 
Worth waking of the Dead for. * 


Re-enter Ilabella with, the Tablets, Ta armer the 
reads as Yo * * | 


Thus it mand K 
The Father's — Carles cannot as 
Alonzo may——but that will hurt his Friend ͤ—- 
Nor can he afk his Leave — er if he did, 

He might not gain it—lIt is hard to give 

Our own Conſent to Ills, tho' we. muſt bear them, — 
Were it not then a Maſter- piece worth all 

The Wiſdom I can beaſt, firſt to perſuade 

Alonzo to requeſt it of his Friend, 

His F kg to of ee from that very Grant, 
The ftrongeſt of Friendihip Man can give, 
(And — Motives) — out a Cauſe 1 48745 
Of Jealouſy, to rack Momo Peace? 
I have gs o'er the Catalogue of Woes, 
Which ſting the Heart of Man, and find none equal, 
It is the Hydra of Calamities, - 

The Seven-fold Death: The Jealous are the Damn d. 
O Jeatoufy, each other Paſfron's cam 
To thee thou „ of the Soul! 


Thou 
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Thou King of Torments ! Thou grand Counterpoize 
For all the Franſports Beauty can inſpire! 

ab. Alenzo comes this Way, 

an. Moſt opportunely. 3 
Withdraw — Ye ſubtle Dænont, which refide [ Ex. Ifa, 
In Courts, and do your Work with Bows and Smiles, 
That little Engin'ry, more miſchievous | 
Than Fleets and Armies, and the Cannon's Murder, 
Teach me to look a Lye ; give me your Maze 
Of glcomy Thought and intricate Deſign, 
To catch the Man I hate, and then devour, 


Enter Alonzos 


My Lord, I give you Joy. | 
fn Of Le Zanga? 
Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours ? 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 
Zan. He's your Friend; | 
And fince he can't eſpouſe the Fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome Comfort from Alonxo's Fortune. 
Alon. Alas! thou little know'ft the Force of Love; 
Love reigns a Sultan with unrivall'd Sway, 
Puts all Relations, Friendſhip's ſelf to Death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos, 
Yet well I know what Pangs I felt this Morning, 
At his intended Nuptials. For myſelf 
I then felt Pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. 'You will not wed her then ? 
Alon. Not inſtantly : 3 | 
Inſult his broken Heart the very Moment! 
Zan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, _ 
When your Friend's. gone, and his firſt Pain aſſwag d? 
| Alon. Am I to blame for that? a ie 
Zan. My Lord, I love " 
” - Your very Errors, they are born from Virtue, 
5 Your 1 (and what nobler Paſſion claims 
$ The Heart ?) does lead you blind: fold to your Ruin. 
N | Conſider, 
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Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break _ 
Don Carlos Match, and wherefore urge Abnzo' s? 


"Twas the ſame Cauſe; the Love of Wealth : To- 
morrrow | 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlo, Fortune; 
A higher Bidder is a better Friend, 
And there are Princes figh for Leonora. 


When your Friend's Sone, 4 5 wed ; why then the 


Cauſe 
Which gives you Leonora now will ceaſe. | 1 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then, you heap new + abroad on your Friend, 
By that Reſpe& which labour d to relieve him 
Tis well he is diſturB'd, it makes him pauſe. [A = 
Alon. F thou, my Zana, ſhould. I * 
arlos 
His Goodneſs would conſent that I ſhould wed ner? 
Zan. I know it would. _. 
Alon. But then the Cruelty 3 
To aſk it, and for me to aſk it of him! 3 
Zan. Methinks, you are not ſevere upon your: Friend. 
Who was it gave him Liberty and Life ? 
Aion. That is the very Reaſon which forbids it. 
Were I a Stranger, I could freely yea: 
In me, it ſo reſembles a Demand; 
Exacting of a Debt, it ſhocks my Nature: i 
Zan. My Lord, you know the ſad Alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one Pang, or not? 
It hurts not me, my Lord, but as T love vous 
Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's Friend 
There all the Difference lies between us two. 
In me, my Lord, your hear another ſelf, 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 


Clear d from thoſe Errors, which, tho caus'd * Virtue, 


Are ſuch as may hereafter Ten. you Pain... 

Don Lopez of Caftile would not demur thus. 
Alon. Periſh the ny What! ſacrifice the Fai air 

To Age and IIIneſs, becauſe ſet 1 in Geld? 


TIL. 


2 © Ao axe, of * K 
. 
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Til to Don Carlos, if my Heart will let me. 

I have not ſeen him ſince his ſore Affliction; 

But ſhunn'd it, as too terrible to bear. 

How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ftruck already. [Ex. Alon. 
Zan. Half of my Work is done. I muſt ſecure 

Don Carlos, e' er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 

[He gives a Meſſage to a Servant, then returns.] 
Proud, hated Spain! Oft drench'd in Mooriſb Blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly Foe within thee ? 

Shake not thy Tow'rs where-e'er I paſs along, 

Conſcious of Ruin, and their great Deſtroyer ? 

Shake to the Centre, if Alonxo's dear. 

Look down, O holy Prophet! ſee me torture 

This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel, which dares 

To ſmite thy Votaries, and ſpurn thy Law; 

And yet hopes Pleaſure from two radiant Eyes, 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

Shall he enjoy thy Paradiſe below ? 

Blaſt the bold Thought, and curſe him with ker 
Charms.- | | | 

But ſee, the melancholy Lover comes. 


Enter Don Carlos. 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me Lies from Day to Day, 
For more than twenty Years ; vile Promiſer ! F 
None here are happy, but the very Fool, 
Or very wie; and I want Fool enough, 

To ſmile in Vanities, and hug a Shadow; 


Nor have I Wiſdom to elaborate 


An artificial Happineſs from Pains : 
Ev'n Joys are Pains, becauſe they cannot laſt, [Sg. 
Yet much is talk'd of Bliſs, it is the Art N | 
Of ſuch as have the World in their Poſſeſſion, 


To give it a good Name, that Fools may envy ; 


For Envy to ſmall Minds is Flattery. 

How many lift the Head, look gay, and ſmile 

Againſt their Conſciences ? And this we know, 
RR B 


Yet 
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Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with Conviction. 
Each new Experience gives the former Credit, 
And reverend grey Threeſcore is but a Voucher, 
That Thirty told us true. | 
Zan. My noble Lord, 
I mourn your Fate: but are no Hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No Hopes: Alvarez has a Heart of Steel : 
"Tis fixt, 'tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. | 


Zan. You wanted not to have your Heart made tender 


By your own Pains to feel a Friend's Diſtreſs. 
Car. I underſtand you well. Alonxo loves; 

I pity him. 

Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other Thoughts. 
Car. What can'ſt thou mean ? | 
Zan, Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a Favour 

A Stranger from a Stranger might requeſt, 

What coſts you Nothing, yet is All to him, 

Nay, what indeed will to your Glory add, 

For nothing more than wiſhing your Friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His Happineſs is mine. 
Zen. He loves to Death; but ſo reveres his Friend, 

He can't perſuade his Heart to wed the Maid, 

Without your Leave, and that he fears to aſk, 

In perfect Tenderneſs, I urg'd him to it. 

Knowing the deadly Sickneſs of his Heart, 

Your overflowing Goodneſs to your Friend, 

Your Wiſdom, and Deſpair yourſelf to wed her; 

I wrung a Promiſe from him he would try : 

And now, I come a mutual Friend to both, 

Without his Privacy, to let you know it, 

And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 

Car. Ha! if he weds, I am undone indeed ; 

Not Don Alvarez' ſelf can then relieve me. 

Zan. Alas! my Lord, you know his Heart is Steel 
"Tis fixt, "tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. 

Car. O Cruel Heav'n! and is it not enough 

That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 

| | Say, 
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Say, is it not enough that I muſt die ; 


But muſt I be tormented in the Grave ? 


Aſk my Conſent ?—Muſt I then give her to him? 

Lead to his Nuptial Sheets the bluſhing Maid ? 

Oh! Leonora! never, never, never | 
Zan. A Storm of Plagues upon him! he refuſes. Mae. 
Car. What ! wed her? and to-day ? 

Zan. To-day, or never. 

To-morrow may ſome wealthier Lover bring, - 

And then Alonxo is thrown out like you; 

Then whom ſhall he condemn for his Misfortune ? 

Carlos 1s an Alvarez to his Love. 

Car. O Torment! Whither ſhall I turn? 
Zan. To Peace. 
Car. Which is the Way ? 
Lan. His Happineſs is yours, 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my Friend ! | 

Or worſe—Alas ! and can there be a worſe 

A worſe there is; nor can my Nature bear it. 

Zan. You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful Taſk. - 


I find, Alonzo's quitting her this Morning 


For Carlos ſake, in Tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 

Zan. No, my good Lord; but ſince you can't comply, 
"Tis my Misfortune that I mention'd it; | 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your Decree. 

Car. By my Decree ! Do I decree his Death? 

I do Shall I then lead her to his Arms ? 

Oh ! which fide ſhall I take ? Be ftabb'd ? Or ſtabb d 
"Tis equa] Death, a Choice of Aponies,——— 
Ah no! all other Agonies are Eaſe | 

To one O Leonora ! Never, never! 

Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful Trial, 
'Tho' but a Day, ſomething perchance may happen 


To ſoften all to Friendſhip, and to Love, 
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Go, ſtop my Friend; let me not ſee him now, 
Bur ſave us from an Interview of Death. 
Zan. My Lord, I'm bound in Duty to obey you 


If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. [ Afide. Ex. Zan. 


Car. What is this World? — 1 hy School, O Miſery ! 
Our only Leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, | 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
'Tho' deep my Pangs, and heavy at my Heart, 
My Comfort is, each Moment takes away 
A Grain at leaſt from the dead Load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer Proſpect of the Grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely — ſhould I live 
Live long — Alas! there is no length in Time; 
Not in thy Time, O Man! What's fourſcore Years ? 
Nay, what indeed, the Age of Time itſelf, 
Since cut from out Eternity's wide Round ? 
Away then. To a Mind reſolv'd and wiſe, 
There is an Impotence in Miſery, 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its Shafts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora — She can make Time long, 
Its Nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 
While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay, 
Whole Summer Suns roll'd unperceiv'd away ; 
I Years for Days, and Days for Moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that I grew old ; 
Now Fate does rigidly its Dues regain, 
And every Moment is an Age of Pain. 


As he is going out, Enter Zanga and Alonzo. Zanga 


flops Carlos. 


Zan. Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted Friend? 
How can you turn your Back upon his Sadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
Whoſe Sorrows thus depreſs him ? Not his own ; 
This Moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Car. J cannot yield; nor can I bear his Griefs. 


Alonzo ! [Going to him, and taking his Hand. 
| EY Alan, 
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Alon. O Carlos! 
Car. Pray, forbear. 
Alon. Art thou undone, and ſhall Alonzo ſmile ? 
/onzo who perhaps in ſome Degree | 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful Fate ? 
I was deputed Guardian of thy Love; 
But oh! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down Afflictions 
On this devoted Head ; make me your Mark ; 
And be the World by my Example taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the Name of Friend. 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I kno» 
The only Cauſe of my ſevere Affliction. 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez — ſo much Anguiſh 
Felt for ſo ſmall a Failure, is one Merit 
Which faultleſs Virtue wants. The Crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; 
'Tho' well I knew that dreadful Poſt of Honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! who cold bear 
Thoſe Eyes, unhurt? The Wounds myſelf have felt 
(Wnich Wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee} 
They plead in thy Excuſe ; for I too ſtrove 
To ſhun thoſe Fires, and found 'twas not in Man. 
Alonx. You caſt in Shades the Failures of a Friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 


I know my Guilt, and I implore your Pardon, 
As the ſole Glimpſe I can obtain of Peace. 


Car. Pardon for him, who but this Morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his Heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs Tears, and bluſhing with her Love? 
Who, like a Roſe leaf wet with Morning Dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there ? 


But 'twas in thee, thro' Fondnels to thy Friend, 


To ſhut thy Boſom againſt Ecſtacies; | | 
For which, whilſt this Pulſe beats, it beats to thee, 
While this Blood flows, it lows for my Alonzo, 


And every Wiſh is levell'd at thy Joy. 


Zan. to Alon.) My Lord, my Lord, this is your time 
to ſpeak. | | 
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Aon. to 22 Becauſe he's kind ? It therefore is the 
worſt; 
For 'tis his Kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Shall the ſame Moment ſee him ſink in Woes, 
And me providing for a Flood of Joys, 
Rich in the Pinner of his Happineſs ? 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 
Car. Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it, 
The firſt Word ſtrikes me dead — O Leonora 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant Breath? 
Who knows what After-time may bring to paſs ? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. [4/ge. 
Alon. to Zan.) Do I not ſee him quite poſſeſs d with 
Anguiſh, | 
Which, like a Dzmon, writhes him to and fro ; 
And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond Defire, 
No, Love! One Pang at parting, and farewell. 
I have no other Love but Carlos now. . 
Car. Alas! my Friend, why with ſuch eager Graſp 
Doſt preſs my Hand, and weep upon my Cheek? 
Alon. If after Death our Forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every Thought, 
And Friends meets Friends, and read each other's Hearts, 
Thoul't know one Day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 
Farewell. 8 | 
Car. Alonzo, ftay— He cannot | 7 we [ Holds him. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me Shall I be out-done ? 
And loſe in Glory, as I loſe in Love ? [ Afar, 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your Heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you ? 
Your {ſmalleſt Friendſhip's Liberty and Life. | 
Alon. There, there it is, my Friend, it cuts me there, 
How dreadful is it to a generous Mind 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny'd ! | 
Car. How greatly thought! in all he tow'rs above 
me. Aide. 


Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of me. 
| Aan. 
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Alon. No, on my Soul. | 

Zan. to Alon.] Then loſe her. 

Car. Glorious Spirit! 
Why, what a Pang has he run through for this ! 
By Heav'n, I envy him his Agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious Lot, 
Of Rarting at one Action from below, 
And flaming up into conſummate Greatneſs ? 
Ha! Angels, ftrengthen me! — It ſhall be ſo — | 
I can't want Strength. Great Actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like Wine, and animate the Soul, 
And call themſelves to Being. [A/de.] My Alonxo / 
Since thy great Soul diſdains to make Requeſt, 
Receive with Favour that I make to thee. 

Alon. What means my Carlos? 

Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my Heart, 
And plucking up my Love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up Life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more— What now does Reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed Farewell my Happineſs ; 
But, O my Soul, with Care provide for hers. 
In Life, how weak, how helpleſs is a Woman ! 
Soon hurt, in Happineſs itſelf unſafe, 
And often words while ſhe plucks the Roſe ; 
So properly the Object of Affliction, 
That Heav'n is pleas'd to make Diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in Tears. 
Take then my Heart in Dow'ry with the Fair, 
Be thou her Guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the Thouſand pre ſing Ills of Life 
With thy ſurrounding Arms Do this, and then 
Set down the Liberty and Life thou gav'ſt me, 
As little Things, as Eſſays of thy Goodneſs, 
And Rudiments of Friendſhip ſo Divine. 

Alon. There is a Grandeur in thy Goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy Foes would render thee ador'd. 
But have a Care; nor think I can be pleas'd 
With any Thing that Jays in Pains for thee. 
B 4 Thow 
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Thou doft diſſemble, and thy Heart's in Tears. 
Car. My Heart's in Health, my Spirits dance their 
3 | | —_— 
And at my Eye Pleaſure looks out in Smiles. 1 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 8 
Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alen. O Carlos ! 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm ſincere. 
Nor is it more than ſimple Juſtice in me. 
This Morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake; 
J but perform a Virtue learnt from thee; | 
Diſcharge a Debt, and pay her to thy Wiſhes. | 
Alon. Ah, how ? — But think not Words were ever 
made 58 2 
For ſuch Occaſions. Silence, Tears, Embraces, 
Are languid Eloquence; I'll ſeek Relief | 
In Abſence from the Pain of ſo much Goodneſs, 
There thank the Bleſt above, thy ſole Superiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my Thoughts of them by thee. [ Fæit. 
Zan. Thus far Succeſs has crown'd my boldeſt Hope. 
My next Care is to haſten theſe new Nuptials, 
And then my Maſter-works begin to play. [Aſae. 
Why this was greatly done, without one Sigh [To Car. 
To carry ſuch a Glory to its Period. ; 
Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and now 
I muſt unſluice my over-burden'd Heart, 
And let it low. I would not grieve my Friend 
With Tears ; nor interrupt my great Deſign, 
Great ſure as ever human Breaſt durſt think of. 
But now my Sorrows, long with Pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their Confinement with impetuous Sway, 
O'er-ſwell all Bounds, and bear ev'n Life away. 
So till the Day was won, the Greek renown'd 
With Anguiſh wore the Arrow in his Wound, 
1 hen drew the Shaſt from out his tortur'd Side, 
Let guth the Torrent of his Blood, and dy'd. 
| | [ Exeunt. 
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ACT-IL SCENE 1, 


Enter Zanga and Iſabella. 


ZANGA. 


Joy, thou welcome Stranger ! twice three 
Years | | 

T have not felt thy vital Beam; but now 
lt warms my \eins, and plays around my 
| Heart : 
A Fiery Inſtin& lifts me from the Ground, | 
And could I mount——The Spirits numberleſs 
Of my dear Countrymen, which Yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding Bodies on the Field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er-inform me. 
O Bridegroom ! Great indeed thy preſent Bl. ſs; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt Smile, that which now 
Sits on thy Cheek; enjoy it while thou may'ſt; 
Anguith, and Groans, and Death beſpeak To. morrow. 
My 1/abella l | ' 

Jab. What commands my Moor? 

Zan, My fair Ally! my lovely Miniſter! 
"Twas well Alvarex, by my Arts impell'd, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt Deſpair, 
And fo prevent all future Moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the Nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them; 
This Conduct ripen'd all for Me, and Ruin. 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Rite perform'd, 
When I, by ſacred Inſpiration, forg'd 
That Letter, which I truſted to thy Hand; 


+ That 
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That Letter, which in glowing Terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 3 
The moſt profound Acknowledgment of Heart 
For wondrous Tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient Artifice, 
To aid the nobler Workings of my Brain. 
Jſab. I quickly dropt it in the Bride's Apartment, 
As you commanded. 
Zan. With a lucky Hand; OE 
For foon Alonzo found it; I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret Stand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his Sight, 
When he, as if an Arrow pierc'd his Eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the Ground. 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my Victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a Sigh or two, and puff'd them from him ; 
Then rubb'd his Brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing Fears, he crufh'd it Thus, 
And thruſt it, like an Adder, in his Boſom. 
Jab. But if he read it not, it cannot fling him, 
At leaſt not Mortally. | 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; 
But farther Thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this Diiappointment to Account. 
He more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 
(If "cis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 
1/ab. That would indeed commend my Zarga's Skill, 
Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos Picture; 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may riſe up a Witneſs of her Love, 
Under her Pillow, in her Cabinet, 
Or elſe where, as ſhall beſt promote our End. 
Jab. I'll weigh it as its Conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your Smile. 7 
| | [Exit Habella. 
Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the Ground ?f— 
No he ſtarts up like Flame from ſleeping Embers, 
And wild Diſtraction glares from either Eye. 


If 
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If thus a flight Surmiſe can work his Soul, 
How will the Fulneſs of the Tempeſt tear him! 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. And yet it cannot be I am deceivd 
J injure her: ſhe wears the Face of Heav'n. 
Zan. He doubts. ä [ A/ide. 
Alon. I dare not look on This again. | 
If the firſt Glance, which gave Suſpicion only, 
Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my Heart and Brain, 
The Certainty would daſh me all in Pieces. 
It cannot Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. [Starts. 
Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has deſcry'd 
me. 
And (for he knows I love him) will unfold 
His aching Heart, and reſt it on my Counſel. 
I'll ſeem to go, to make my Stay more ſure, Aide. 
Alon. Hold, Zanga, turn. 
Zan. My Lord. 
Alon. Shut cloſe the Doors, 
That not a Spirit find an Entrance here. 
Zan. My Lord's obey'd. 
Alon. I ſee that thou art frighted. 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall Al thy Heart 
With Scorpions Stings. | 
Zan. If I do love, my Lord? 
Alon.. Come near me, let me reſt upon tiy Boſom ; 
(What Pillow like the Boſom of a Friend ?) 
For I am ſick at Heart. "is 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the Rack. 
Alon. And 1s there need 
Of Words? Behold a Wonder! See my Tears! X 
Zan. I feel them too. Heav'n grant my Senſes fail 
me |! | 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
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Alen. Go, take a Round thro' all ne in thy 
Thought, 
And find that One; for there is only One 
Which cou'd extort my Tears; ind that, and tell 
Thy ſelf my Miſery, and ſpare me the Pain. 
Zan. Sorrow can think but ill—I a am bewilder'd ; 
I know not where I am. 
Alon. Think, think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt Heart. 
I cannot Vet I do, 
By wanting Force to give it Utterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your Heart: ; its Throbs will break 
your Boſom. 
Alan. Jam moſt happy: mine is Victory, 


Mine the King's Favour, mine the Nation's Shout, 


And great Men make their Fortunes of my Smiles. 
O Curſe of Curſes! In the Lap of Bleſſing 
To be moſt Curſt !——My Leonora's falſe ! 
Zan. Save me, my Lord! 
Alon. My Leonora's falſe. [Gives him the Letter. 
Zan. Then Heav'n has loſt it's Image here on Earth. 
[IYhile Zanga reads the Letter, he trembles and 
ſhews the utmoſt Concern. 
Alon. Good natur'd Man! ! he makes my Pains his 
own. 
I durſt not read it; but I read it now 
In thy Concern. 
Zan. Did you not read it then ? 
lon. Mine Eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear no 
more. - 
Zan. Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo Pain. 
| [Tears the Letter. 
Alon. Why didf thou tear it? 
Zen. Think of it no more, 
Twas your Miſtake, and groundleſs are your Fears. 
Alon. And d.d thou tremble then for my Miſtake ? 
Or give the whole Contents, or by the Pangs 


That feed upon my Heart, thy Life's in Danger. 


Zan, 
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Zan, Is this 4lonzo's Language to his Zanga? 
Draw forth your Sword, and find the Secret here, 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this Rage? Becauſe I ſeek your Peace ? 

I have no Intereſt in oy ear a it, 
But what good-natur'd Tenderneſs for ycu 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the Heart 
That will be rent in two, not mine the Fame 
That will be damn'd, tho' all the World ſhould know it. 

Alon. Then my worſt Fears are true, and Life is paſt. 

Zan. What has the Raſhneſs of my Paſſion utter'd ? 
I know not what; but == is our Diſtraction, 


And all its Words are Win Vet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd——but grant I did confeſs. 
What is a Letter ? Letters may be forg'd. [ A/ece. 


For Heav'ns ſweet ſake, my Lord, lift up your Heart. 
Some Foe to your Repoſe 


Alon. So, Heav'n look on me, 
As I can't find the Man I have offended. 


Zan, Indeed! [Aſide.] Our Innocence is not our 
Shield. 


They take Offence, who have not been offended; 
They ſeek our Ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 

And Death is often ambuſh'd in their Smiles. 

We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain 
A Letter may be forg'd, and in a Point 


of ſuch a dreadful Conſequence as this, 


One would rely on nought that might be falſe 
Think, have you any other Cauſe to doubt her ?— 


Away, you can find none. Reſume your Spirit, 
All's well again. mY 


Alon. O that it were! 

Zan, It is; | | 
For who would credit that, which credited, 
Makes Hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior Pains, 
Without ſuch Proofs as cannot be withſtood? 
Has ſhe not ever been to Virtue train d? 
Is not her Fame as ſpotleſs as the Sun, 
Her Sex's Envy, nl the Boaſt of Spain ? 


| | Alan. 
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Alon. O Zanga ! It is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in Oppoſition to Appearance—— 

Zan. No more, my.Lord, for you condemn yourſelf, 
What is Abſurdity, but to believe | 
Againſt Appearance? You ean't yet, I find, 
Subdue your Paſſion to your better Senſe ; 
And, Truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 
"Tis fit out Indiſcretions ſhould be check'd, ; 
With ſome Degree of Pain. | 

Alon. What Indiſcretion? 

Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your Faults from 

me. | 

Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the Court 
The Night before the Battle, that foul Slave, 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs Scroll which gives you Pain, 
Had wanted footing for his Villainy. | 

Alon. I ſent him not. g 

Zan. Not ſend him — Ha — That ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on Meſſage to the King. 

Is there another Cauſe could juſtify 
His ſhunning Danger, and the promis'd Fight ? 


But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 


So long an Abſence, and impatient Love 
Alen. In my Confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 

By Heav'n, my wounded Soul does bleed afreſh ; 

*Tis clear as Day—for Carlos is ſo brave, 

He lives not but on Fame, he hunts for Danger, 

And is enamour'd of the Face of Death. 

How then could he decline the next Day's Battle, 

But for the Tranſports ?—Oh, it muſt be fo—— 

Inhuman ! by the Loſs of his own Honour, 


To buy the Ruin of his Friend! 


Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of your Love. WED 
 Alen. Ha! | 

Zan. That ſtings home. Alt. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous Love— - 
Proofs riſe on Proofs, and till the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
'Th' eternal Law of Things declares it true. 5 1 
| | | ic 
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Which calls 1 on diftinguiſh'd Guilt, 


And loves to e our Crime our Puniſhment. 
Love is my Torture, Love was firſt my Crime; 
For ſhe was his, my Friend's, and he (O Horror !) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred Faith! | 


Ho dearly I abide thy Violation! 


Zan. Were then their Loves far gone ? 

Alon. The Father's Will 
There bore a total Sway; and he, as ſoon 
As News arriv'd that Carlos Fleet was ſeen 
From off our Coaſt, fir'd with the Love of Gold, 
Determin'd, that the very Sun which ſaw 
Carlos Return, ſhould ſee his Daughter wed. 

Zan. Indeed, my Lord, then you muſt pardon me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the Crime. 
Conſider, n ſoften Guilt; 

Long was his Abſence, ardent was his Love, 
At Midnight his Return, the next Day deſtin'd 


For his Eſpouſals——twas a ſtrong Temptation. 


Alon. Temptation! 

Zan. Twas but gaining of one Night. 

Alon. One Night! | 

Zan. That Crime could ne'er return again. 

Alon. Again! By Heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy Lord. 
Temptation ! One Night gain'd ! O Stings and Death ! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zanga / 
And doſt Thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reſcue me one Moment from Diſtraction. 
Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt, 

Alon. Falſe, fooliſh Hope, 


And infolent to me ! Thou know'Rt it falſe ; 


It is as glaring, as the Noon-tide Sun. 


Devil! This Morning, after three Years Coldnefs, 
To ruſh at once into a Paſſion for me! 


"Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firſt Fool was ſated with her Beauties, 
Zan. What ſays my Lord? Did Leonora then 


Never before diſcloſe her Paſſion for you? 


Alox. Never. 
1 ” 


Lan, 


* - 


pe — » + * 
— — #6 — — So —— as — 


And be a Man again Had he enjoy'd her, 


— — mn,» row FE AG -— be — 
M64. Ie . 7 
” * Fa Bhd 


40 The REvence. 


Zan. Throughout the whole three Years ? 
Alon. O never! never 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ftrive ! *Tis all in vain; 
Tho' thy Soul labours, it can find no Reed 
For Hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand Fathoms in Defß 3 | 
Zan. Hold, Sir, I'll break your F * jun Wave ev'ry 
Fear, 


Be moſt aſſur'd, he had reſign'd her to you : 
With leſs Reluctance, | 

Alon. Ha! Reſign her to me 7 
Reſign her Who reſign'd her? Double Death! 

How could I doubt ſo long? My Heart is broke. 7 
Firſt love her to Diſtraction! then reſign her! F 

Zan. But was it not with utmoſt Agony ? 1 

Alon. Grant that, he ſtill reſign'd her, that's enough: 5 
Would he pluck out his Eye to give it me? 1 
Tear out his Heart? — She was his Heart no more A 
Nor was it with Reluctance he reſign'd her. 1 
By HE eav'n he aſk d, he courted me to wed. 7 
I thought it ſtrange; 'tis now no longer ſo. Sh N 

Zan. Was't his Requeſt? Areyou right ſureof that ?— B 
J fear the Letter was not all a Tale. 

Alon. A Tale! There's Proof equivalent to Sight. 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my Sight on this Occaſion. 

Alon. And ſo ſhould I; by Heav'n, I think I ſhould. 0 
What ! Leonora the Divine, by whom N 
We gueſs'd at Angels? Oh! I'm all Confuſion. B, 

Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think clearly. I 
Since Bliſs and Horror, Life and Death hang on it, T 
Go to your Chamber, there maturely weigh T 
Each Circumſtance ; conſider, above all, D 
That it is Jealouſy's peculiar Nature v 
To ſwell ſmall Things to Great; nay, out of Nought M 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its Reaſon Bi 
Amid the hideous Phantoms it has form'd. ＋T. 

Alon. Had I ten Thouſand Lives, I'd give them all II 


To be deceiv'd. I fear 'tis Dooms-day with me; 
1 | F | 1 And 
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And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought Heav'n 
Borrow'd her Form for Virtue's {elf to wear, 
To gain her Lovers with the Sons of Men. 1 5 
[Exit. Alonzo. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My Patient 
Thrives underneath my Hand in Miſery. 5 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 
Dab. I overheard your Conference, and ſaw you, 
To my Amazement, tear the Letter. is 
Zan. There, | 
There, Jabella, I out-did my ſelf. 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt Force ; but ſuperadd a new. 
For who can now the Character examine 
To cauſe a Doubt, much leſs dete& the Fraud ? 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew 
The foul Contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A Forgery, my Lord would diſbelieve me, 
Nay more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. '-' 
But is the Picture happily diſpos'd of ? 
T/ab. It is. | | 
Zan. That's well —— Ah ! what is well? O Pang to 
think ! | 
O dire Neceflity ! is this my Province? 
Whither, my Soul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy Sphere? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little Arts, Diſſemblings, Falſhoods, Frauds, 
The Traſh of Villainy itſelf, which falls 
To Cowards and poor Wretches wanting Bread. 
Does this become a Soldier ? this become 
Whom Armies follow'd, and a People lov'd ? 
My Martial Glory withers at the Thought. 
But great my End; and ſince there are no other, 
Theſe Means are juſt, - they ſhine with borrow'd Light, 
Illuſtrious from the Purpoſe they purſue. IR 
n 
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And greater ſure my Merit, who to gain 

A Point ſublime, can ſuch a Tafk ſuſtain ; v 

To wade thro' Ways obſcene, my Honour bend, U 

And ſhock my Nature, to attain my End. La B 

Late Time ſhall wonder; That my Joys will raiſe ; C 
8 


For Wonder is involuntary Praiſe. i 8 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. + 

Enter Alonzo and Zanga. 5 5 

55 5 
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H, what a Pain to think! when every Or 

738 Thought, | 2 

=> Perplexing Thought, in Intricacies runs, Qui 

And Reaſon knits th' inextricable Toil, Tc 


| ** In which herſelf is taken ! J am loſt, 
Poor Inſet that I am, I am involv'd, 
And bury'd in the Web myſelf have wrought. | 
One Argument is balanc'd by another, 
And Reaſon Reaſon meets in doubtful Fight, 
And Proofs are countermin'd by equal Proofs. 
No more ['ll bear this Battle of the Mind, 
This inward Anarchy; but find my Wife, 
And to her trembling Heart preſenting Death, 
Force all the Secret from her. 
Zan. O forbear! 
You totter on the very Brink of Ruin. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 

Zan. That will diſcover all, 
And kill my Hopes. What can J think or do? [Afat. 
Alon. What doſt thou murmur ? : 

an. 
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Or falſe or true, your Ruin with the King; 


Quite ſo far gone in Guilt to ſuffer it, 


Nought but your Life in Danger could have torn 
4 The Secret out, and made me own my Crime. 


—— 1 _ 
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Zan. Force the Secret from her! 
What's Perjury to ſuch a Crime as this ? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then ? O groundleſs Hope ! 
But reſt aſſur d, ſhe'll make this Accuſation, 
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Such is her Father's Power. 
Alon. No more, I care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this Load, I'll die. 
Zan. But for what better will you change this Load ? i 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? A 
Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal Pangs: | 
By Hatred and Contempt, I ſhould deſpiſe her; (I 
And all my Love-bred Agonies would vaniſh. fl 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my Lord | 
Alon. What then ? | 
Zan. You ſhould not hazard Life to gain the Secret. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? Thou know'ſ I'm on 
the Rack ; 
I'Il not be play'd with, ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this Inſtant fly to Leonora. | 
Zan. That is, to Death. My Lord, I am not yet 


Tho' gone too far, Heav'n knows Tis I am guilty, 
I have took Pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the Secret, 
And turn'd afide your Thoughts from the DeteRion, 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan. I confound myſelf, 
And frankly own, though to my Shame I own it, 


Alon. Speak quickly ; Zanga, ſpeak. 
Zan, Not yet, dread Sir : | 


W Firſt I muſt be affur d, that if you find 


The fair one guilty, Scorn, as you aſſur'd me, 


Shall conquer Love and Rage, and heal your Soul. 


And ſcarce can hope ſo far ; but I of this 


Alon. Oh! 'twill, by Heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! I] fear it much, 


Exact 
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Exact your ſolemn Oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all Self-Violence, and fave my Lord, 
Alon. I trebly ſwear. 
Zan. You'll bear it like a Man ? 
Alon. A God. 
Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe Tears confeſs i it, 
And pour'd forth Miracles of Kindneſs on me: 
And what Amends is now within my Pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to Juſtice, 
And as a Bleſſing claim my Puniſhment ? 
Know then, Don Carlos. 
Alon. Oh! 
Zan. You cannot bear it, 
Alon. Go on, I'll have it, tho' it blaſt Maokind ; 
I'll have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. | 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of Night 


Enter Leonora. 


Leon. My Lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our Joy. 
Alan. I'll come, my 1 ove : 
Be not our Friends deſerted by us both ; 
I'll follow you this Moment. 
Leon. My good Lord, 
I do obſerve Severity of Thought . 
Upon your Brow. Aught hear you from the Moors ? 
Alon. No, my Delight. 
Leon. What then employ'd your Mind? | 
Alon. Thou, Love, and only Thou; ſo Heay'n be- 
friend me, 
As other Thought can find no Entrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my Lord, whom Nations 
Cates” 
Sollicit, and a World in Arms obeys, 
To drop one Thought on me! 
[He ſhews the utmoſt Impatience 
Aon. Doſt thou then prize it? 


Lecx. 
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Leon. Do you then aſk it? 
Alon. Know then to thy Comfort, 
Thokt haſt me all, my throbbing Heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elle ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my Soul believe, till Death. 
My Life, our Friends expect thee. 
Leon. I obey. [Ex. Leon. 
Alon. Is that the Face of cnrs'd Hypocriſy ? | 
Tf ſhe is guilty, Stars are made of Darkneſs, 
And Beauty ſhall no more belong to Heav'n 
Don Carlos did return at dead of Night : 
Proceed, good Zanga, ſo thy Tale began. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of Night; 
That Night, by Chance (ill Chance for me) did I 
Command the Watch that guards the Palace Gate. 
He told me he had Letters for the King, 
Diſpatch'd from you. | 
Alon. The Villain ly'd. 
Zan. My Lord, | 
I pray forbear—Tranſported at his Sight, 
After ſo long a Bondage, and your Friend, 
(Who could ſuſpe& him of an Artifice ?) 
No farther I enquir'd ; but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my Truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our Watch reliev'd, I went into the Garden 
As is my Cuſtom when the Night's ſerene, 
And took a Moon- light Walk : When ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an Arbour that was near me. 
I ſaw two Lovers in each other's Arms, 
Embracing and Embrac'd. Anon the Man 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome Paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile, then ruſh'd at once. 
And throwing all himſelf into her Boſom, 
There ſoftly Ach d * O Night of Ecſtacy! 
When ſhall we meet again?“ Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 
Alon. Oh! Oh my Heart ! [ He ſinks into a Chair. 
Zan. Groan on, and with the Sound refreſh my Soul. 
Tis thro' his Heart, his Knees ſmite one another; 


"Tis 


So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you. 


46 The REV ENO: 

Tis thro' his Brain, his Eye- balls roll in Anguiſh. Ade. 
My Lord, my Lord, why will you rack my Soul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 

Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 

You think too deeply, I'm your own Zanga, 


Where ſtart you in ſuch Fury? Nay, my Lord, 
For Heav*n's ſake ſheath your Sword! What can this 
mean ? | DOT. 

Fool that I was, to truſt you with the Secret, 

And you unkind to break your Word with me. 

O Paſſion for a Woman! On the Ground? 

Where is your boaſted Courage? Where your Scorn, 

And prudent Rage that was to cure your Grief, 

And chaſe your Fre Agonies away? : 

Riſe, Sir, for Honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Moors, 

Why ſhould the Vanquiſh'd Triumph ? | 
Alon. Would to Heaven, | 

That I were lower ſtill ! Oh ſhe was All ! 

My Fame, my Friendſhip, and my Love of Arms, 

All ſtoop'd to her, my Blood was her Poſſeſſion. 

Deep in the ſecret Foldings of my Heart 

She lud with Life, and far the dearer She. 

But — and no more — ſet Nature in a Blaze, 

Give her a Fit of Jealouſ: away— 

To think on't, is the Torment of the Damn'd ; 

And not to think on't, is impoſſible. 4 

How fair the Cheek, that firſt alarm'd my Soul ! 

How bright the Eye, that ſet it on a Flame! 

How ſoft the Breaſt on which I laid my Peace 

For Years to ſlumber, unawak'd by Care! 

How fierce the 'Tranſport ! How ſublime the Bliſs ! 

How deep, how black the Horror, and Deſpair ! 
Zan, You ſaid you'd bear it like a Man. 
Alon. I do. 5 | 

Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 

Zan. Pray be calm. 

Alon. As Hurricanes: Be thou aſſur'd of that. 

Zan. Is this the wiſe 4lonzo ? 


Alon. 


* 
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Aon. Villain, no. 
He dy d in the Arbour, he was murder'd there; 
I am his Damon tho - My Wife! my Wife! — 

Zan. Alas ! he weeps. 1 

Alon. Go, dig her Grave. 

Zan. My Lord! 


Alon. But that her Blood's too hot, I would carouſe it 


Around my Bridal Board. 


Zan. And I would pledge thee. [ Afide. 


Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 
Before one Night deſcends — O haſty Evil! 
What Friend to comfort me in this Extreme ! 
Where's Carlos ? Why 1s Carlos abſent from me ? 
Does he know what has happen'd ? 
Zan. My good Lord! 
Alon. O Depth of Horrors! He! 


Friend ? e 


Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my Lord. 
Alon. To Death. 
Gaze on her with both Eyes fo ardently ! 
Give them the Vulturs, tear him all in Pieces! 
Zan. Moſt excellent ! 
Alon. Hark! You can keep a Secret. 
In yonder Arbour bound with Jeſſamin, 
Who's that? What Villain's that? unhand her 
Murder ! | 
Tear them aſunder— Murder How they grind - 
My Heart betwixt them !—O let go my Heart! 
Yet let it go Embracing and Embrac'd ! 
O Peſtilence Who let him in? a Traytor. 
[ Goes to tab Zanga, he prevents him, 
Alas ! my Head turns round, and my 22 of fail me. 
Zan. My Lord! 
Alon. O Villain, Villain, moſt accurſt! 
If thou didſt know it, why didſt let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my Lord, your Anger will abate. 
I knew it not, I ſaw them in the Garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expe& 


[ 4feae. 
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To ſee in Lovers deſtin'd for each other. 
By Heav'n, I thought their Meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's Virtue ? _ 
Till After- proofs conſpir'd to blacken it; 5 
Sad Proofs, which came too late, which broke not out, 
(Eternal Curſes on Alvareꝝ Haſte) 
Till holy Rites had made the Wanton yours ; 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In Duty, and Compaſſion, to your Peace. 2 
Ahbon. fog now, be damn d hereafter ; for I want 
ee ; | 
O Night of Ecftacy Ha! was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this Murder Let me W 
The Jeſs' min BoWr, tis ſecret and remote; 
Go, wait me there, and take thy Dagger with thee. 
LExit. Zan. 
How the ſweet Sound ſtill fings within my Ear? 
When ſhall ave meet ai 2 P Tee in Hell. 


\* ff ” 


As He is going, ave Leonora. ES 


Ha! I'm fs Nein d, I ſtagger at her Charms. 
O Angel-Devil hall bi ſtab her now ? 
No, it ſhall be as J had firſt determin'd : | 
To kill her now were half my Vengeance! . | 
Then I muſt now diſſemble—If I can.  ' . 
Leon. My Lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond Tims 
I come in Embaſly from all your Friends, 
Whoſe Joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alon. This Moment, Leonora, I was coming WF. 
To thee, and all- but ſure, or I miſtake, _ 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my F riends with Joy: 
Leon. Why ſighs my Lord? 
Alon. 1 4: od not, Leonora. | : | 
Leon. 1 you did ; your Sighs are mine, my 
r 
And I ſhall feel han all. 
Alon. Doſt flatter me? 


r 


Leon. 
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Leon. If my Regards for you are Flattery, 
Full far indeed I ftretch'd the Compliment 
In this Day's ſolemn R'te. 
Alon. What Right ? 
Leon. You ſport me. 
Alon. Indeed I do ; my Heart is full of Mirth. 
Leon. And ſo is mine—T look on Cheerfulneſs, 
As on the Health of Virtue. : 
Alon. \ irtue! Damn— 
Leon, What ſays my Lord? 
Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little Worth ; 
But when the Soul and Body of a Piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a Price, 
And are a fit Reward for gallant Actions, | 
Heav'n's Pay on Earth for ſuch great Souls as your's ; 
If Fair and Innocent, I am your Due. 


Alon. Innocent !  [Afatde. 


Leon. How, my Lord, I interrupt you. 
Alon. No, my beſt Life, I muſt not part with the, 
This Hand is mine. Oh! What a Hand is here? 
So ſoft, Souls fink into it, and are loſt! 
Leon. In Tears, my Lord ? 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my Joy ? 
I gaze, and I forget my-own Exiſtence ; 
"Tis all a Viſion, my Head ſwims in Heav'n. 
Wherefore? Oh! wherefore this Expence of Beauty ? 
And wherefore ? Oh !———— 
Why, I cou'd gaze upon thy Looks for ever, 
And drink in all my Being from thine Eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming Thunderbolt, 
And hurl Deſtruction. | 
Leon. How, my Lord ! What mean you ? 
Acquaint me with the Secret of your Heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your Love. 
Alon. Art thou concern'd for me ? 
Leon. My Lord, you fright me. 
15 this the Fondneſs of 1. Nuptial Hour? 


I am 
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I am ill-us'd, my Lord, I muſt not bear it, | 
Why, when I woo your Hand, is it deny'd me ? 
Your very Eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me ? 
Nay, my good Lord, I have a Title here, 

| 2 * aking his Hand. 

And I will have it. Am I not your Wife? 

Have not I juſt Authority to know _. 
That Heart, which I have purchas'd with my own? 
Lay it before me then, it 1s my Due. | 

_ Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it, 

Behold, I kneel! See, Leonora kneels, 
And deigns to be a Beggar for her own ! 
Tell me the Secret, I conjure you tell me. 
'The Bride foregoes the Homage of her Day, 
Alvarez) Daughter trembles in the Duſt. 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, 
And load you with my Death, My Lord—my Lord ! 
Alon. Ha! ha! ha! He breaks from her, and /he 
finks upon the Floor. 
Leon. Are theſe the Joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded Life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my Heart ? 
I knew not that all Happineſs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tender Father's Wing, 
And venture into Love ? The Maid that loves, 
Goes out to Sea upon a ſhatter'd Plank, f 
And puts her Truſt in Miracles for Safety. | : 
Where ſhall I ſigh ? where pour out my Complaints ? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſs, 
He is the Source of all. | 
| Alon. Go to thy Chamber, | ( 
| I ſoon will follow ; that which now diſturbs thee 
| Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
— | [Ex. Leon, 
Oh, how like Innocence ſhe looks! What, ſtab her, 
| And ruſh into her Blood! I never can. | 
| In Her Guilt ſhines, and Nature holds my Hand. 
| How then? Why thus No more; it is determin'd. 


Enter 
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Eater Tanga. 


Zan. I fear his Heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the Snake that's in his Boſom, 
To ſting out human Nature, and effect it? [ A/ides 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid Earth, that blazing Sun, 
Thoſe Skies thro' which it rolls, muſt all have End, 
What then is Man? the ſmalleſt part of Nothing. 
Day buries Day, Month Month, and Year the Year, 
Our Life is but a Chain of many Deaths ; 
Can then Death's ſelf be fear d? Our Life much rather. 
Life is the Deſart, Life the Solitude, 
Death joins us to the great Majority: 
"Tis to be born to Plato's, and to Cægſar; 
Tis to be Great for ever; / | 
"Tis Pleaſure, tis Ambition then to die. FT 
Zan. I think, my Lord, you talk'd of Death. 
Alon. I did. | | 
Zan. I give Joy, then Leonora's dead. 

Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt Guilt is mine, 
"Tis mine, who might have mark'd his Midnight Viſit, 
Who might have mark'd his Tameneſs to reſign her, 
Who might have mark'd her ſudden Turn of Love: 
Theſe, and a Thouſand Tokens more; and yet, 

(For which the Saints abſolve my Soul) did wed. 

Zan. Where does this tend? 23 

Alon. To ſhed a Woman's Blood 
Would ſtain my Sword, and make my Wars inglorious ; 
But juſt Reſentment to myſelf bears in it 
A Stamp of Greatneſs above vulgar Minds. 
He who, ſuperior to the Checks of Nature, 
Dares make his Life the Victim of his Reaſon. 
Does in ſome ſort that Reaſon deify, 

And take a Flight at Heav'n. 

Zan. Alas! my Lord, 


_ Tis not your Reaſon, but _ Beauty finds 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Arguments, and throws you on your Sword. 
You cannot cloſe an Eye that is ſo bright, 

You cannot ftrike a Breaft that is'ſo ſoft, 
That has ten Thouſand Ecſtaſies in ſtore 


For Carlos; — No, my Lord, I mean for you.. *' 
Alon. Oh ! thro' my Heart, and mn ! Pr * 
ſpare me; 

Nor more upbraid the Weakneſs of thy Lord. | 
I own, I try'd, I quarrell d with my Heart. 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her Death ; Ae 

But oh! her Eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder d me. eff 
Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my —. :- 

Men are but Men ; we did not make ourſelves. 

Farewell then, my beſt Lord, fince you muſt die. 

O that I were to ſhare your Mcnument, 

And in eternal Darkneſs cloſe theſe Eyes 

Againſt thoſe Seenes which I am doom d to later = 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. And is it then unknown ? 743 

O Grief of Heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 

Sure you diſtruſt that ardent Love I bear you, 

Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in Duſt 

But it will cut my poor Heart thro' and thro' 

To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred Tomb, 

Wao brought you thicher\ by their lawleſs Loves. 

For there they ll revel, and exult to find 

Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would marr their Joys. 
Alon. Diſtraction! but Don Carlos, well thou 

know'ſt, 

Is ſheath'd in Steel, and bent on other Thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the Murder of his F news 3 s AY FP 
Yes, till the Fever of his Blood returns, | 
While her laſt Kiſs ſtill glows upon his Cheek. (Alu. 

But when he finds Alonzo is no more, | 

How will he ruſh like Lightning to her 3 "HRS 

There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his Soul; 

But not in Grief {ad Obſequies to thee 
But thou wilt be at Peace, nor lee, nor hear ; 


| The 


The aim Kiſs, the Sigh of Ecftacy, 
N Their throbbing Hearts that juſtle one another: 
i Thank Heav'n, theſe Torments will be all my own. 
Alon. I' l eaſe thee of that Pain. Let Carlos die, 
O'ertake him on the Road, and ſee it done. 
Tis my Command. [Gives his Signet. 
Zan. I dare not diſobey. 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan, Ah Sir! think, think again. Are all Men buried 
In Carlos Grave? You know not Womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the Heart has broke 
The modeſt Zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each Man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
Alon. That Thought has more of Hell than had the 
| former. 
Another, and another, and another ! 
And each ſhall caſt a Smile upon my Tomb, 
I am convinc'd ; I muſt not, will not die. 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains ? In Nature no third Way, 
| But to forget,. and ſo to love again. 
i Alon. Oh! NO 
4 Zan. If you forgive, the World will call you Good; 
If you forget, the World. will call you Wiſe; 
7 If you receive her to your Grace again 
| The World will call you, wery, wery kind. 
* Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my Arm tremble at the Stroke, ſhe dies. 


Zan. That's truly Great. What think you twas ſct up 


The Greek and Roman Name in ſuch a Luſtre ;; 

But doing Right in ſtern Deſpite to Nature, 

ig their Ears to all her little Cries, 

When Great, Auguſt, and God-like Juſtice call'd? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a Daughter's Life, 

And gain'd more Glory than by all his Wars; 
Another ſlew his Siſter in juſt Rage; 

A Third, the Theme of all ſuccseding Times, 
Gave to the cruel Ax a darling Son. | 
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Nay more, for Juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 

As he at Carthage, an immortal Name! 

Yet there is one Step left above 'em all, 

Above their Hiſtory, above their Fable, 

A Wife, Bride, Miſtreſs unenjoy'd——do That, 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman Glory, 
my done again new Tranſports fire my 

rain: 

I had forgot it, tis my Bridal Night. 

Friend, give me Joy, we muſt be gay together, 

See that the Feftival be duly honour' d. 
And when with Garlands the full Bowl is crown'd, 
And Muſick gives the elevating Sound, 
And golden Carpets 2 the ſacred Floor, 
And a new Day the blazing Tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſolemn Friends invite, 
From the dark Realms of everlaſting Night, 
Call Vengeance, call the Furies, Defvair, 
And Death our chief-invited Gueſt be there; 
He with pale Hand ſhall lead the Bride, and ſpread 
Eternal — round our Nuptial Bed. [Excunt. 
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ALONZ O. 

WS Pitiful ! O terrible to Sight ! 
Poor mangled Shade, all cover'd o'er 
- 9 . e | | 
F And ſo diſguis'd with Blood! Who mur- 
> der d thee ? 3 
ell thy ſad Tale, and thou ſhalt be 

| reveng'd. | 
i Ha! cal Horror! Carlos ?—Oh away ! 
1 Go to thy Grave, or let me ſink to mine. 
Ic cannot bear the Sight What Sight? — Where am I? 
5 There's nothing here— If this was Fancy's Wark, 
4 She draws a Picture ſtrongly. — 


Enter Zanga. 
Zan. Ha !—You're Pale. 
Alon. Is Carlos murder'd ? 
Zan. I obey'd your Order. 
Six Ruffians overtook him on the Road ; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew, 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred Wounds to Death. 
His laſt Breath bleft Alonxo, and deſir d, 
His Bones might reſt near yours. 
Alon. O Zanga! Zanga! — 
Rut Ill not think; for I muſt act, and thinking 
Would ruin me for Action. O the Medleß 
Of Right and Wrong ! the Chaos in my Brain ! 
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He ſhould, and ſhould not die — Vou ſhould obey, 
And not obey It is a Day of Darkneſs, 

Of Contradictions, and of many Deaths. : 
Where's Leonora then? Quick, anſwer me; 

I'm deep in Horrors, I'll be deeper ſtill. —— 

J find, thy Artifice did take Effect; 


And ſhe . * my late Deportment to her. | 
| d her, from your Childhood you was wont 


Zan. I to 
On any great Surprize, but chiefly then 
When cauſe of Sorrow bore it Company, 

To have your Paſlicn ſhake the Seat of Reaſon, 
A momentary Ill, which ſoon blew o'er. 

Then did I tell her of Don Carla“ Death, 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 
And laid the Blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeſt Artifice I us'd, | Fes, 
And ſuch her ardent Wiſh it ſhould be true, 

That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 

Alon. Twas well ſhe was. In our late Interview, 
My Paſſion fo far threw me from my Guard 
(Methinks 'tis ſtrange I) that, conſcious of her Guilt, 
She ſaw not thro' its thin Diſguiſe my Heart. 

Zan. But what deſign you, Sir, and how? 

Alon. 1}1-well thee; 777 | 
Thus I've ordain'd it. In the Jeſs'min Bow'r, 

'The Place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her Guilt, 
There will I meet her, the Appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 

The Blackneſs of her Crime before her Sight, 
And then, with all the cool Solemnity 


Of publick Juſtice, give her to the Grave [Exit, 
Zan. Why, get thee gone! Horror, and Night go with 
thee ! By EN 


Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand, 


Go dance around the Bow 'r, and cloſe them in; 

And tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. 

Profane the Ground, and for th' ambroſial Roſe, 

And Breath of Jeſſamin, let Hemlock blacken, —_ 
| n 
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And deadly Nightſhade poiſon all the Air. 

For the ſweet Nightingale may Ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and Adders ruſtle thro' the Leaves; 
May Serpents winding up the Trees, let fail 
Their hiſſing Necks upon them from above, 
And mingle Kiſſes —ſuch as I ſhould give them. [Ex:t. 


SCENE, The Bower. 
Leonora ſecping. Enter Alonzo. 


Alm. XFE Amaranths! ye Roſes, like the Morn ! 
Sweet Myrtles, and ye Golden Orange Groves! 

Why do you ſmile ? Why do you look ſo fair? 

Are you not blaſted as I enter in ? 

Yes, ſee how every Flow'r lets fall its Head! 

How ſhudders every Leaf without a Wind! 

How every Green is as the Ivy pale! 

Did ever Midnight Ghoſts aſſemble here? 

Have theſe ſweet Echoes ever learnt to groan ? 


Joy-giving, * holy Bow'r! 


Know, in thy fragrant Boſom thou receiy'ſt 

A—— Maurderer. Oh! I ſhall ſtain thy Lillies, 

And Horror will uſurp the Seat of - Bliſs. 

So Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, 

And og Damnation follow'd. [He advances.) Ha! ſhe 
CepS — on | 

The Da 83 Heat has overcome her. 

Then take, my longing Eyes, your laſt full Gaze. 


Oh, what a Sight is here! How dreadful fair ! 


Who would not think that Being innocent ? 

Where ſhall I ftrike ? Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 

My own Life-Blood will iſſue at her Wound. 

O my diſtracted Heart! —O cruel Heav'n ! | 
5 8 TO 
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To give ſuch Charms as thoſe, and then call Man, 

Meer Man, to be your Executioner. 

Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? 

But ſee ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall _ more. 

It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting K iſs. 

8 RR n Going, he ſtarts back. 

Ha! ſmile again? She dreams of him ſhe loves. 

Curſe on her Charms! I'll ſtab her thro' them all. 
Sy At he is going to firike, ſhe wakes, 
Leon. My Lord, your Stay was long, and yonder Lull x 

Of falling Waters tempted me to Reſt, = 

Diſpirites with Noon's exceſſive Heat. | | 

; 1 Pow'rs! with what an Eye ſhe mends the 
ay! | V | 

Whilethey wereclos'd I ſhould have giv'n the Blow. Aide. | 

O for a lat Embrace! and then for Juſtice. I. 

Thus Heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy'd. | 
Leon, What ſays my Lord ? ; i] 

Alon. Why this Alonzo lays. 

If Love were endleſs, Men were Gods: "Tis that 

Does counter-balance Travel, Danger, Pain 

"Tis Heav'n's Expedient to make Mortals bear 

The Light, and cheat them of the peaceful Grave. 
Leon. Alas! my Lord, why talk you of the Grave? 

Your Friend is dead; in Friendſhip you ſuſtain 

A mighty Loſs, repair it with my Love. | | 
Alon. Thy Love? Thou piece of Witchcraft! 1 

| wou'd ſay, | 

Thou brighteſt . el! I could gaze for ever. 

Where hadft thou this? Enehantreſs, tell me where? 

Which with a Touch works Miracles, boils up - 

My Blood to Tumults, and turns round my Brain! 

Ev'n now thou fwim'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee. q 

No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 

Who turn'd this ſlender Waſte with o much Art, 

And ſhut Perfection in ſo ſmall a Ring:? 

Who ſpread that pure Expanſe of White above, 

Ou which the dazzled Sight can find no Reſt; BY | 

: But 
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But drunk with Beauty, wanders up and down 

For ever and for ever finds new Charms ? 

But, O thoſe Eyes! thoſe Murderers ! O whence, 

Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning Orbs 2 from 
Heav'n ? | 

Thou didſt; and 'tis Religion to adore them. 

Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your Thought: 
Extremes ſtill fright me, tho' of Love itſelf. 

Alon. Extremes indeed ! it hurried me away; ; 
But I come home again — and now for Juſtice —— 
And now for Death It is impoſſible 
Sure ſuch were made by Heav'n guiltleſs to Sin, 

Or in their Guilt to laugh at Puniſhment. [Alide. 

I leave her to juſt Heav'n. [ Drops the Dagger, and goes off. 
Leon. Ha! a Dagger! 

What doſt thou ſay, thou Miniſter of Death? 

What dreadful Tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring Hopes ! O fall from high? 
My cloſe long-labour'd Scheme at once is blaſted. 
That Dagger found will cauſe her to enquire, 
Enquiry will diſcover all, my Hopes 
Of Vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt 
_ Curſe on the Coward's Heart! wither his Hand, 
Which held the Steel in vain !—What can be done 
Where can I fix ?—That's ſomething ftill—'twill breed 
Fell Rage, and Bitterneſs betwixt their Souls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater Evil ; 
If not, tis all I can It ſhall be ſo Ala. 
Leon. O Zanga! I am ſinking in my Fears, 
Alonzo dropt this Dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a ſtrange Diſorder too. 
What can this mean? Angels preſerve his Life! 
Zan. Yours, Madam, vours. | 12 


Leon. What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 


Zan. 
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Zan. Carry your Goodneſs then to ſuch Extremes, 
So blinded to the Faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 
Leen, Heav'ns! 
And yet a thouſand Things recur that ſwear it. 
What Villain could inſpire him with that Thought? 
It is not of the Growth of his own Nature. ; 
Zan. Some Villain. Who, Hell knows; but he is jealous; 
And 'tis moſt fit a Heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf Juſtice, and aſſert its Honour, 
And make him conſcious of his Stab to Virtue. 
Leen. Jealous! it fickens at my Heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent ! 
Why ? Wherefore ? On what Shadow of Occaſion ? 
*Tis Faſcination, 'tis the Wrath of Heaven 
For the collected Crimes of all his Race. 
Oh how the Great Man leſſens to my Thought 
How could ſo mean a Vice as Jealouſy, 
Unnatural Child of Ignorance and Guiit, 
Which tears and feeds upon its Parent's Heart, 
Live in a Throng of ſuch exalted Virtues ? 
I fcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 
I cannet, will not, dare not think it true 
Till from himſelf I know it. | I Exit. 
Zan. This ſucceeds ; 
on to my Wiſh. Now ſhe with Violence 
pbraids him. He, well 288 ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs; and if on either fide 


The Waves run high, there {till lives hope of Ruin. 


Enter Alonzo. 
My Lord. 
Alon. O Zanga ! hold thy Peace, I am no Coward ; 
But Heav'n itſelf did hold my Hand; I felt it, 
Py the Well-being of my Soul, I did. | 
Tl think of Vengeance at another Seaſon. 
Zan. My Lerd, ber Guilk —— 


Alan. 
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Alon. Perdition on the Moor, 
For that one Word. Ah ! do not rouze that Thohgut; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poflible : 
Away then, let us talk of other things. 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to Diſtraction. 
If 'tis my Shame, why be it ſo—]I love her; 
Nor can I help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs Pow'r. 
I could not hurt her to be Lord of Earth; 
It ſhocks my Nature like a Stroke at Heav'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent. 


But ſee, my Leonora comes: — Be gone. [ Ex. Zanga, 


Enter Leonora. 


O ſeen for ever! yet for ever new! 
The Conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 
Inflicting Wound on Wound. 

Leon. Alas, my Lord ! 
What need of this to me? 

Alon. Ha! doſt thou weep ? 

Leon. Have I no Cauſe ? 

Alon. If Love is thy Concern, 
Thou haſt no Cauſe ; None ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break my Heart, 
Which loſes ſo much Blood for every Tear? 

Leon. Is it ſo tender? 

Alon. Is it not? O Heav'n! 
Doubt of my Love? Why, I am nothing elſe; 
It quite abſorbs my every other Paſſion. 
O that this one Embrace would laſt for ever! 
Leon. Could this Man ever mean to wrong my Virtue? 
Could this Man e'er deſign upon my Life? 
Impoſſible ! I throw away the Thought. [Afide. 
Theſe Tears declare how much I taſte the Joy Ms 
Of being folded in your Arms and Heart; 
My Univerſe does lie within that Space. 


This 
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This Dagger bore falſe Witneſs. 

Alon. Hal My Dagger? 

It rouzes horrid Images. Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of Love, 
Plunge our ſelves deep into the ſweet Illufion, 


And hide us there from every other Thought. 
Leon. It touches you. 6 
Alon, Let's talk of Love, 


Leon. Of Death. © | 

Alon. As thou lov'ſt Happineſs —— 3 CY 
Leon. Of Murder. = 

Alon. Raſh, | 


Raſh Woman, yet forbear. 

Leon. Approve my Wrongs ! 

Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy fake and my own. 

Leon. Nay, by my Injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my Groan ? 

Alon. Heav'ns, firike me deaf 

Leon. It well may ſting you home. 

Jon. Alas! thou quite miſtak'ſt my Cauſe of Pain. 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in Flames. 

Leon. Who has moſt Cauſe? Vou, or myſelf? What Act 
Of my whole Life encourag'd you to this ? | 
Or of your own, what Guilt has drawn it on you ? 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all: 

'The weak, ungenerous Error of your Sex. 

What could infpire. the Thought? We oft'neft judge 
From our own Hearts; and is your's then ſo frail, 

It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me:? 

He that can ftosp to harbour ſuch a Thought, 

Deſerves to find it true. Holding him. 
Alon. O Sex, Sex, Sex! Turning on her. 
The Language of you all. IMl-fated Woman! 

Why haft thou forc'd me back into the Gulph 

Of Agonies, I had block'd up from Thought ? 

I know the Cauſe ; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 

E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thon turn' on me; 

But, by the Pangs I ſuffer, to thy Woe. K 
or 
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For fince thou haſt replung'd me in my Torture, 
I will be ſatisfy'd. - 
Leon. Be ſatisfy'd ! 


Alon. Yes, thy own Mouth ſhall witneſs it againſ thee ! 


I will be ſatisfy d. 


Leon. Of what? 
Alon. Of what ? 3-2 
How dar'ſt thou aſk that Queſtion ? Woman, Woman, 

Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 

Who told thee that thy Virtue was ſuſpected? 

Who told thee I defign'd upon thy Life ? 

You found the Dagger ; but that could not ſpeak ; 

Nor did I tell thee z Who did tell thee then? 

Guilt, conſcious Guilt. | | 

Leon. This to my Face? O Heav'n ! 

Alon. This to thy very Soul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in Earneſt ? 

Alon. Serious as Death. | 
Leon. 'Then Heav'n have Mercy on thee. 

Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true, | 

I fought Conviction, and would not believe it. 

And doſt thou force me ? 'This ſhall not be born, 

Thou ſhalt repent this Inſult. | 
Alon. Madam, ftay. 

Your Paffion's wife, tis a Diſguiſe for Guilt : 

'Tis my Turn now to fix you here awhile ; 

You, and your thouſand Arts ſhall not eſcape me. 

| Leon. Arts? 925 
Alon. Arts. Confeſs ; for Death is in my Hand. 
Leon. FTis in your Words. 3 
Alon. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs ; 

Nor tear my Veins with Paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anfwer thee, preſumptuous Man ! 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fouler Shame. 

Where did I find this Picture ? 

Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? 
By my beſt Hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Alon. I know it; but is Vice ſo very rank, 
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That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my Face ? 
Nature is fick of thee, abandon'd Woman ! 
Leon. Repent. : | 
Alon. Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall, aſk my Pardon. 
Alon. Aſtoniſhment ! | 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt ? 
Alon. I know thee fo. 
Leon. This Blow then to thy Heart 
She flabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent her. 
Alon. Hoa! Zanga / I/abella! Hoa! She Bleeds. 
 Defſcend, ye bleſſed Angels, to aſſiſt her. 
Leon. This is the only Way I would wound thee, 
Tho' moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. 


5 


Enter Iſabella. 


Alon. Bear her to inſtant Help. The World to ſave her. 
Leon. Unhappy Man! well may'ſ thou gaze and 
tremble ; 52 | 
But fix thy Terror and Amazement right ; 
Not on my Blood, but on thy own Diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? Whom cenſur' d? Leonora. 
When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou would'ſt ſave her Life; 
O Inconſiſtent ! Should I live in Shame, | 
Or ſtoop to any other Means but this, 
To aſſert my Virtue ? No: ſhe who diſputes, 
| Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 05 
/ While aught but Truth could be my Inducement to it, 
While it might look like an Excuſe to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my Innocence; 
But now, I let thy Raſhneſs know, the Wound 
Which leaſt I feel, is that my Dagger made. 
EEE IIſabella Ieads out Leonora, 
Alon. Ha! Was this Woman guilty ? and if no. 
How my Thought darkens that Way! Grant, kind 


Heaven, 
1 | That 
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That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being End. 
Is that my Hogs t 4 ? : Sure the ſacred Duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its Urn. 
Is it in Man the ſore Diſtreſs to bear, 
When Hope itſelf is blacken'd to Deſpair, 
When all the Bliſs I pant for, is to gain 
In Hell a Refuge from ſeverer Pain ? [Exit Alonzo, 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. How ſtands the great Account 'twixt me and 
Vengeance? 

Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a ſingle Groan.- 
Ha! That were well—but That were fatal tooꝛ 
Why be it ſo Revenge ſo truly Great 
Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than Life. 
Come Death, come Hell then, tis reſolv'd, 'tis done. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble ! has not yet 
Thy cruel Heart its Fill ? Poor Leonora 

Zan. Welters in Blood, and gaſps for her laſt Breath, 
What then ? We all muſt die. 

Jab. Alonzo raves, 
And in the Tempeſt of his Grief, has thrice 

Attempted on his Life. At length difarm'd, 
He calls his Friends that ſave him, his worſt Foes. 
And importunes the Skies for ſwift Perdition. - 
Thus in his Storm of Sorrow. After Pauſe ** 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga rav'd ; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
Tolearn the Truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 

Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my Soul, conſummate all. 


[Exit Iſab. 


Enter 
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Enter Alonzo. 


tho. 0 Zanga ! 
Zan. Do not tremble ſo; but ſpeak. 


Alon. I dare not. [ Falls on bim. 


Zan. Vou will drown me with your Tears. 

Alon. Have I not Cauſe ? 

Zan. As yet you have no Cauſe, 

Alon. Doſt thou too rave ? 

Zan. Your Anguiſh is to come. 
You much have been abus'd. 

Alon. Abus'd ! by whom? 

Zan. To know, were little Comfort, 

Alan. Oh ! 'twere much. 

Zan. Indeed ! 

Alon. By Heav'n, 921 him to my Fury! 

Zan. Born for your U 1 live bug to oblige you. 
Know then, 'twas 

Alon. Am I awake ? 
Thy For . $4 DOES 

Wife is s, that's one Tranſport to 

And I, I let — know it; that's ranſon . 
I urg d Don Carlos to reſign his Miſtreſs, 
I forg'd the Letter, I diſſ os d the Picture 3 
I hated, I deſpis'd, and I deſtroy. 


Alon. Oh! [Savon 
Zan. 1 this is well — | why this is Blow for 
ow 


Where are you ? Crown me, ſhadow me with Laurels, 
Ye Spirits, which delight in juſt Revenge. 

Let Europe and her palid Sons go weep, 

Let Agict and her hundred Thrones rejoyce. 

O my dear Countrymen ! look down, and ſee, 

How I beſtride your proſtrate Conqueror 

I tread on haughty Spain, and all her Kings. 

But this is Mercy, this is my Indulgence, 


Tis 
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Tis Peace, tis Refuge from my Indignation. 
I muſt awake him into Horrors. Hoa ! 
Alonzo, hoa! the Moor is at the Gate; 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent ! 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Alon. Inhuman Slave! 
Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my Character. 
Look on me. Who am I ? I know, thou ſay ' ſt, 
The Moor, a Slave, an abje&, beaten Slave 
(Eternal Woes to him that made me ſo) 
But look again. Has fix Years cruel Bondage 
Extinguiſh'd Majeſty ſo far, that nought 
Shines here, to give an Awe to one above thee ? 
When the great Mooriſb King Abdalla fell, | 
Fell by thy Hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, 
His Son, tho', thro' his Fondneſs, in Diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious Foe. 
Ha ! does it wake the? O'er my Father's Corſe 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy Creſt, | 
And then was made the Captive of a Squadron, 
And ſunk into thy Servant Bat Oh! what, 
Wat were my Wages ? Hear nor Heav'n, nor Earth! 
My Wages were aBlow, by Heav'n, a Blow, 
And from a mortal Hand. | 
Alon. O Villain! Villain! 
Zan. All Strife is vain, _ [Shewing a Dagger: 
Alon. Is thus my Love return'd ? | 2; 
Is this my Recompence ? Make Friends of Tigers! 
Lay not your Young, O Mothers, on the Breaſt, 
For fear they turn to Serpents as they lie, 
Fl And pay you for their Nouriſhment with Death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. J 
That heav'nly Maid, which ſhould have liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her Soul away; 
Whoſe Life ſhould have ſhut up as Ev'ning Flow'rs 
At the departing Sun —— was murder'd ! murder'd ! 
O Shame! O Guilt! O Horror! O Remorſe | 


7 


68 The REVENGE. 


O Puniſhment ! Had Satan never fell, 

Hell had been made for me Leonora 

Zan. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 
Complain of Grief, complain thou art a Man. 
Priam from Fortune's lofty Summit fell, 

Great Alexander midſt his Conqueſts mourn'd; 
Heroes and Demi-gods have known their Sorrows, 
Ce/ars have wept, and I have had my Blow : 

But 'tis reven a, and now my Work is done. 

Yet, e'er I fall, be it one part of Vengeance, 

To make thee confeſs that I am juſt. 

'Thou ſeeſt a Prince, whoſe Father thou haſt ſlain, 
Whoſe native Country thou haſt laid in Blood, 
Whoſe ſacred Perſon (Oh !) thou haſt profan'd, 
Whoſe Reign extinguiſh'd : What was left to me 

So highly born ? No Kingdom, but Revenge; 
No Treaſure, but thy Tortures, and thy Groans. 
If Men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy End, 
Tell them, the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white Mortals cenſure this great Deed, 

Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior Beings, 
Souls made of Fire, and Children of the Sun, 

With whom Revenge is Virtue. Fare thee well 
Nou fully fſatisfy'd I ſhould take leave; | 
But one thing grieves me, fince thy Death is near, 
Leave thee my Example how to die. 


As he is going to flab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon him to 


prevent him. In the mean time, Enter Alvarez attended. 


They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. ' Alonzo puts the Dagger 
in his Boſom. 


Alon. No, Monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape by Death. 
Oh Father! 
Av. O Alonzo Jabella, 
Touch'd with Remorſe to ſee her Miſtreſs' Pangs, 
Told all the dreadful Tale. 

Alon. What Groan was that ? 


Zan, 
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Zan. As I have been a Vultur to thy Heart. 
So will I be a Raven to thine Ear, 
And true as ever ſnuff d the Scent of Blood, 
As ever flapt its heavy Wing againſt 
The Window of the Sick, and croak'd Deſpair. 
Thy Wife is dead. 
[Alvarez goes to the Side of the Stage, and returns, 
Alv. The dreadful News 1s true. 
Alon. Prepare the Rack, invent new Torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble Mind 
Turns all Occurrence to its own Advantage. 
And I'll make Vengeance of Calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou wool!" ſt not know, , 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill. | 
Torture thou may'ſt ; but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The Blood will follow where the Knife 1s driven, 
The Fleſh will quiver where the Pincers tear, 
And Sighs and Cries by Nature grow on Pain. 
But theſe are foreign to the Soul : Not mine 
The Groans that i Fe, or the Tears that fall ; 
They diſobey me; on the Rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my F auchion clove thy Helm in Battle. 
Alu. Peace, Villain! 
Zan. While I live, Old Man, I'Il ſpeak, 
And well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that wou'd rob thy Blood-hounds of their Prey. 
Alon. Who call'd Alonzo ? 
Alv. No one call'd, my Son. 
Alon. Again tis Carlos Voice, and I obey. 
Oh how I laugh at all that this can do 
[Shewing the Dagger. 
The Wounds that pain'd, the Wounds that murder' d me, 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, 
This only marks my Body for the Grave. 


[Stabs 7 
Africk, thou art reveng'd O Leonora ! [ Dies. 


Zan. Good Rufhans, give me leave, my Blood is yours, 
The Wheel's Fe d, and you ſhall have it all; 


Let 
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Let me 1 one 32 on the Ont. 
And pay yourſelves wi ing on mj) . 
ak mY (He ei — Body. 
Is this Alonxo? Where's the haughty Mien ? 
Is that the Hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale ! 
And art thou dead? So is my Enmity. 
I war not with the Duſt : the Great, the Proud, 
The Conqueror of Africk was my Foe. 
A Lion preys not upon Carcaſſes. 
This was thy only Method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and Doubt fall on me, all thy Good 
Now blazes, all thy Guilt is in the Grave. 
Never had Man ſuch Funeral Applauſe; 
If I lament thee, ſure th Worth was great. 
Oh Vengeance ! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me Hell blows all her Fires. 
£5 | (He is born off. 
Av. Dreadful Effect of Jealouſy! A Rage © 
In which the Wiſe with Caution will engage ; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where fway's by Nature we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own Folly joins the Villain's Art, 
And each Man finds a Zazga in his Heart, [Zæe. 
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By a Friend. 


SN UR Author ſent me, in an humble Strain, 

* To beg you'd bleſs the Offspring of his Brain: 

& O 444 1 your Proxy promis d in your Name, 

Z 4 825 The Child ſhou'd live, at leaft fix Days of Fame, 

I like the Brat, but ftill bis Faults can find, 

And, by the Parent's leave, will ſpeak my Mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, do you think 'twas well, 

To let a willing Maid lead Apes in Hell? 

You, nicer Ladies, ſhou'd you think it Right, 

To eat no Supper on your Wedding Night ? 

Shou'd Engliſh Huſbands dare to re their Wives, 

Be ſure they d lead moſt comfortable Lives ! 

But he loves Miſchief, and with Groundleſi Fears, 

Wou'd fain ſet lowing Couples by the Ears; 

Mou d ſpoil the tender Huſbands of our Nation, 

By teaching them his Vile, Outlandiſh Faſhion : 

But abe we been taught in our good-natur'd Clime, 

That Jealouſy, tho Fuſt, is ftill a Crime, 

And will be ftill (for not to blame the Plot 

That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid Sot, 

To kill a Bride, a Miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; 

*Tavere ſome Excuſe, had the por Man been cloy' d: 

To kill her on Suſpicion, &er he knew 

Whether the heinous Crime were falſe, or true. 

The Prieft ſaid Grace, ſhe met him in the Boxer, 

In hopes ſhe might anticipate an Hour. | 

Love was her Errand, but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 


Inſtead of Love==—produc a2 filthy Poinard. 


Had 
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EPILOGUE. 

Had he been Wiſe, at this their private Meeting, 
The Proof o Pudding had been in the Eating. 
Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this Blood and Murger been prevented. 

Britons, be Wiſe, and from this ſad Example, 
Meer break a Bargain, but firſt take a Sample. 


